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Decades ago, Bernadette 
Mayer (d. November twenty- 
second, twenty twenty-two) 
wrote Midwinter Day on Dee- 
ember twenty-second. I've 
developed a personal ritual 
of reading it and doeument- 
ing my own December twenty- 
second to supplement my eol- 
lapsing memory. The previous 
two midwinter days want un= 
documented, I must rely on 
a dated arehive ef digital 
photographs to remember that 


I read After Leaving Mr 


Mackenzie, watehed Breakfast 
at Tiffany's, and went for a 
walk in the snow. This-is-an 
excerpt from the seeond mid- 


winter day I will remember: 


I wanted to wake up early bu 
t it was never going to | 
happen. I stayed up until 
three watehing a program I 
don't even like, which is 
very like me. 


I must knew what happens te 
peeple who aren't real, esp- 
ecially when they're in love 
ə It's weird and very normal 
« It's weird that ii's norma 
1: 


My brain must have a complet 
ely new topography sinee Τ 
last read this book en the 
same day four years ago. I 
lived by a different ocean 
with another human. I drove 
over mountains and through 
fields to the ether ocean 
and now I live with two 
eats. 


The Italian poet and futuri 
st, and also the eoauthor ọ 
of the first fascist manifé 


sto, Filippo Tommase Marinetti 


, condemned pasta beeause he 
believed it made people weak 
and pessimistie. If people 
ate rice instead, his country 
would have a stron army of 
soldiars. & 


It rained four midwinter days 
ago by the ether ocean. It's 
my favorite sound. It®s rain- 
ing now. 


There is some truth to what 
Filippe believed, about pasta 
« It does make me low and slo 
w. He also believed that plas 
tie should replace food. He 
lest the plot. 


Filippo was a ecapriecern who 
liked writing manifestos, He 
published one about futurist 
cocking on my birthday fifty- 
five years before I was bern. 
He abolished the knife and 
fork. 


Today is his birthday and I 
have no problem eating pasta 
with a fork for lunch. 


I don't knew what I would 
cheese to see one last time 
before I died. That must be 
the listlessness and pessim- 
ism of the pasta talking. I 
ean't think of ene thing. 


It's twenty after one. Laundr 
y. garbage, resyeling, shops 
while the rain is soft, 


vaiked vehind a pei. 

n ær way to the shops Μάι... 
ay Ἁγ Ἢ laundry dried. 
Like me, they wore a raincoa 
t and carried an empty canva 
s bag. Neither of us bothere 
d with an umbrella because 
we waited until the rain was 
soft. | 


Sam sent me an Adorno essay 
on how eulture today is ite 
feeting everything with 
sameness, When I have some- 
thing in ¢ommon with someone 
else, maybe that is just the 
monoculture revealing itself 


We moved at the same pace 
along the same few blecks to 
the same shop. I lost, traek 
of them in the aisles until 
i paid for my items and saw 
they were also paying for 
their items next te me. We 
were still moving at the 
same pace. 


It became too meh for me 
when I followed them out 

and heard them tell a worker 
unloading boxea to have a 
happy holiday. I almest said 
it too. They had no idea the 
y were theater for me. 


I took a different way home 
to break the eurse and picke 
ἆ up a het ehoeolate and 
custard ¢reissant. 


In the baekground is the eri 
Minal behavior of a former 
president, the investigation 
of a failed insurrection, a 
large and dramatic ο... 


storm, another count 
Sident's weapons wish a te 


3. 


it off another ceuntry tha 
Ὁ .rvaded it, large seale 
money fraud, faeial reeogniti 
en used in’ petty ways, a 
doetor lost at“ seg; evolving 
protest strategies, low pop- 
ulation growth, weighted 
blanket deaths, world eup 
reeaps,and an erotica book 
elub. 


I finished Bernadette's boek 
twelve hours after I started. 
I eleaned out the reading, bu 
t my home is still a mess, 


I will wateh Chantal Akerman! 
s Jeanne Di@lman, 23 quai du 
Commeree, 1080 Bruxelles to 
motivate me. Jeanne eleans as 
she goes. 


"I wonder why we write at all 
These trees have seen all ; / 


this, before 


But they are glad of an 
encore" --~Bernadette Mayer, 


Midwinter Day 


